92                          Sonore de I>alz<
Do you want anything from Paris ? still write the day after you recer camellia-leaf bears you my soul; IJ my lips in writing this page, that tenderness.
PARIS, November 20, 18
My dear wife of love, fatigue has gathered the fruit of  these constai my continual  anxieties.    I have DC reading u Les Celibataires " which again and again, I find deplorable Then, my lawsuits have not ended, result of a transaction which will en Mame and me.    I send him four last resources.   Here I am, once mor yet this week I must find twelve hu: another litigious affair.    Oh! how cU how difficult men make it to acquire such thing as a cheap great man.
I could not write to you yesterda; hurrying about. Hardly could I re-r tively. In the midst of all this wo; of a song for Rossini.
I was Sunday with Bra, the sculp most beautiful masterpiece that e: except either the Olympian Jupiter, Venus, or the Apollo.    It is Marj Christ, adored by two angels.    Ifto all my natures! Soon I can tell you mor look than in all my letters, which tell nothing.
